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Gregor threw down his spoon, covered his face with his
hand-towel and shook with soundless laughter. His anger
had passed, and he laughed as he had laughed in days long
past. They all laughed, except Dunia. Now a more cheery
note reigned at the table. But the moment Pantaleimon
was heard stamping up the steps of the porch all their faces
grew serious. The old man burst in like a hurricane, dragging
a very long alder bough behind him.
" There you are ! It'll be enough for all the lot of you
damned long-tongues! You long-tailed vixens ! There
aren't any switches ? Then what's this ? And you'll get a
taste of it too, you old she-devil! You try giving me . . "
The branch was too big to be found a place in the kitchen,
and, after sending a pot over, the old man threw it down
with a crash in the porch, then, breathing heavily, sat down
at the table.
His good spirits were gone. He wheezed, and ate without
speaking. The others were silent also. Daria did not raise
her eyes from the table, for fear of bursting into laughter.
Ilinichna sighed and whispered almost maudibly * " O Lord,
Lord ! Heavy and grievous are our sins I " Only Dunia
did not feel like smiling, while Natalia, who while the old
man was outside had smiled a queer, laboured smile, again
grew abstracted and sorrowful.
ft Pass the salt! The bread 1 " Pantaleimon occasionally
bellowed menacingly, sweeping his glittering eyes over his
family.
The family quarrel ended in a decidedly unusual fashion.
In the general silence Mishatka gave his grandfather fresh
cause for offence. He had often heard his grandmother call
his grandfather all kinds of nasty things when they were
quarrelling, and, childishly upset because his grandfather
was talking of thrashing everybody and was bawling all
over the kitchen, he suddenly remarked in a ringing voice,
Ms nostrils quivering.
" The way you carry on, you lame devil! You need a
stick about your head, to make you stop frightening us and
grandmother."
" Did you say that to me * , . to your grandfather ? "
" Yes, to you 1 " Mishatka declared valiantly.
" But how dare you use such words to your own grand-
father?"